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for her rehearsal.   Yugiri sauntered, towards the screens
and peeped to see what was behind them.   There she lay
or rather crouched in her corner, looking very miserable.
She seemed about the same age as Kumoi but rather taller,
and was indeed far more obviously good-looking.   It was
growing dark and he could not see her features very clearly,
but there was certainly something about her which reminded
him of the girl he loved.   The resemblance was not enough
to make him feel in any way drawn towards her; but his
curiosity was aroused, and to attract her attention he
rustled the train of her skirt.   She looked up startled and
on the spur of the moment he recited the lines : ' Though
you become a servant of Princess Hill-EternalJ who dwells
above the skies, forget not that to-night I waited at your
door/   She heard that he had a pleasant voice, and evi-
dently he was young.   But she had not the least idea who
he was, and was beginning to feel somewhat nervous when
her attendants came bustling along with her dancing-
clothes, and as there were now several other people in the
room, Yugiri was obliged to slip away as unobtrusively as
he could.   He did not like to show himself at the Festival
in that wretched blue dress and was feeling very discon-
solate at the prospect of being left all alone, when he heard
that by Imperial permission cloaks of any colour might be
worn at to-day's ceremony, and set off to the Palace.   He
had no need to hide; for he had a charming young figure
upon which, slender though he was, his man's dress sat very
well indeed, and every one from the Emperor downwards
noticed him on this occasion with particular pleasure and
admiration.

At the ceremony of Presentation the dancers all acquitted
themselves very creditably and there was little to choose

1 There is a legend which tells how certain dancing-maidens took the
fancy of the gods and were snatched up to the sky.